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Letter  from  the  Editor 


Kimberly  Steele 


It  has  been  an  honor  to  work  as  editor-in-chief  for  The  Prairie  Light 
Review  this  semester.  I’ve  discovered  that  I am  part  of  a deeply  talented  school 
and  communit}^.  The  qualip,"  and  variety  of  the  submissions  we  received  was 
impressive.  Also,  I’ve  been  lucky  to  work  with  such  a dedicated  and  skiUed  editori- 
al staff  We’ve  had  a reaUy  great  semester! 

I’d  like  to  thank  Jackie  McGrath  for  her  patience  and  contagious  enthusi- 
asm . Also,  I’d  like  to  thank  Connie  Padera,  Valerie  Tapp,  Veronica  Shukin,  Rich 
MarshaUa,  and  Nick  Muniz  for  all  their  hard  work  this  semester. 


This  publication  could  not  be  made  without  the  generous  support  of  many 
people.  The  staff  would  like  to  thank  Meri  Phillips,  Chuck  Steele,  Chris  Raposa, 
Stephanie  Quirk,  Shannon  Hernandez,  and  the  Student  Activities  Office;  Susan 
Schmult  and  the  Purchasing  Office;  Cathy  Stablein;  Liz  Whiteacre,  Jason  Ertz,  Brian 
Blevins,  Chris  Walker,  and  the  College  of  DuPage  Library;  Dr.  Wendolyn  Tedow,  Dr. 
Beverly  Reed,  Heidemarie  Wing,  Rita  Puishes,  Cathie  Walker  and  the  Liberal  Arts 
Division  Office;  Dr.  Jocelyn  Harney,  Dr.  Joe  CoUins,  and  Dr.  Robert  Breuder. 
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First 


Prisca  Kim 


eyes  meet 
smiles  judge 
names  shared 
voices  recognized 
palms  felt 
embraces  given 
time  elapses 
letters  sent 
banter  exchanged 
laughter  showers 
attraction  blooms 
smiles  result 
fingers  interlock 
presence  comforts 
connection  deepens 
affection  gestates 
minutes  pass 
nightfalls  approach 
farewells  sadden 
eyes  mist 
brains  dream 
thoughts  wander 
feelings  distract 
absence  advances 
fondness  ensues 
dates  eventuate 
rendezvous  occur 
eyes  speak 
bodies  near 
chests  touch 
eyelids  lower 
heads  tilt 
lips  part 
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arms  accommodate 
figures  press 
hearts  pound 
lips  meet 
tongues  beckon 
lungs  exhale 
nerves  indulge 
pleasure  builds 
eyelids  flutter 
moans  escape 
vicinity  blurs 
sounds  fade 
reasoning  dissolves 
prudence  evaporates 
innocence  wears 
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As  We  Hold  Ourselves  Together 


Mike  Herbert 


black  and  white  photography 
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Coming  Home 


Emily  Jordan 


He  ran  a wrinkled  hand  through  salt  and  pepper  hair  and  blew  out  an 
exasperated  sigh.  Foot  tensely  on  the  break  pedal,  inching  bumper  to  bumper  rush 
hour  traffic.  It  was  annoying  there  was  no  need  to  rush  home.  Other  drivers  were 
honking  and  waving  dramatic  arms,  but  Max  laid  his  back  on  the  headrest  and 
dejectedly  waited  for  a turn  down  the  long  stretch  of  blacktop. 

A few  blocks  from  home.  Max  stopped  at  a popular  Chinese  place  for 
take  out.  The  owner  always  recognized  him  and  “the  usual”  order  ready  in  min- 
utes. A moment  of  small  talk  and  he  was  back  on  the  road,  pulling  into  his  own 
driveway.  The  two  car  garage  was  empty  except  for  the  lawnmower,  his  car,  and  a 
single  bike  leaning  against  the  wall. 

Inside,  Max  put  his  briefcase  on  the  bench  by  the  door,  threw  his  keys 
next  to  it.  Down  the  entry  and  to  the  right,  he  could  bkndly  walk  the  familiar  path 
to  the  kitchen.  Reaching  for  the  light  switch,  he  noticed  the  overhead  kght  was 
already  on  and  scowled  at  wasting  electricity  aU  day.  He  set  the  Chinese  food  on 
the  counter  and  reached  to  the  cupboard  for  a glass. 

As  he  leaned  for  the  cabinet,  he  froze  with  his  fingers  stiU  gripping  the 
wood  of  the  cupboard.  Out  of  the  corner  of  his  eye  he  saw  something  on  the 
kitchen  table.  He  had  not  seen  the  article  in  fifteen  years  and  the  blood  pulsed  in 
his  veins  even  as  seemed  to  choke  him.  A blue  and  grey  boy’s  baseball  hat  lay  on 
the  kitchen  table.  He  would  know  the  hat  anywhere,  could  pick  it  out  of  a thou- 
sand hats.  It  looked  ragged  along  the  brim,  much  more  worn  than  when  he  had 
last  seen  it. 

Fifteen  years  ago,  his  son  was  home  for  one  of  those  custody  visitation 
weekends  so  many  families  have  grown  familiar  with.  The  two  of  them  went  to 
the  park  and  Max  had  the  boy  wear  this  hat  because  of  the  bright  sun.  They  had  a 
wonderful  day  playing  tag,  soccer  and  running  in  the  open  field.  Max  remembered 
every  detail,  played  it  over  in  his  head  throughout  the  years.  Taking  him  back  to  his 
mom’s  home,  the  boy  had  asked  to  keep  the  hat  with  him. 

Max  never  saw  his  son  after  that  weekend.  He  had  learned  several  days 
later  that  the  mother  had  moved  without  leaving  any  information  behind.  Max 
turned  his  life  upside  down,  traveled  the  country  and  hounded  the  police.  He 
spent  years  and  everything  he  owned  searching  for  his  son,  but  never  found  him. 
The  blue  and  grey  hat  remained  on  the  table.  Max  continued  to  stare  at  it,  afraid 
looking  away  would  make  it  disappear  like  the  vapor  it  seemed. 

Very  quietly.  Max  pulled  out  a chair  from  the  table.  He  tried  not  to  bump, 
the  air  feeling  as  though  any  dismrbance  would  alter  the  appearance  of  the  con- 
nection to  his  Then  he  just  sat  and  looked,  taking  in  every  thread  and  stitch  on  the 
hat.  Max  was  so  absorbed,  he  did  not  hear  the  footsteps  on  the  stairs.  He  did  not 
see  the  large  but  youthful  hand  on  the  chair  next  to  him.  But  he  heard  the  voice 
and  would  have  known  it  anywhere,  “Hey  Dad,  thought  it  was  time  to  come 
home.” 
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Four-Letter  Word 


ared  Kau 


Somewhere  deep  inside,  as  a matter  of  inconsequential  fact, 

I know  that  I am  really  spread  out  loosely  upon  mv  bed. 

But  in  my  head,  I am  willingly  on  the  floor  in  midst  of  a storm, 
the  flood  waters  rising  and  politely  invading  the  open  cusp 

of  my  mouth,  making  home  in  the  caverns  of  my  lungs, 
lapping  my  eyes  closed  as  an  afterthought. 

I am  six  feet  underwater,  sinking  deeper 
without  the  help  of  current  or  seaweed  or  tide, 

gradually  descending  as  I stare  up  at  the  soles 
of  her  shoes  while  she  walks  on  water. 

I am  back  to  realip;  gazing  at  a ceiling  instead 
of  storm  clouds,  on  a bed  instead  of  an  ocean  floor, 

still  breathing, 

and  yet  still  drowning. 

You’ll  get  that  swelling  feeling  in  vour  chest 
when  she  tells  vou  she  loves  vou,  but  don’t  be  fooled, 
it’s  really  a grenade  she  takes  years  to  assemble  within 
you  before  finally  pulling  the  pin  and  taking  cover, 

making  sure  to  find  a spot  to  safely  watch  from 
as  your  pieces  fly  by  like  leftovers. 
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Tricia  Marcella  Cimera 


(She)U 


she  found  the  shell  in  the  sand 

plucked  it  and  held  it  high 

it  gleamed  silver,  then  pink, 

then  sliver  again 

she  took  it  home/ 

during  the  night,  the  shell  grew  big 

so  big  that  she  could  crawl  inside 

she  glowed  silver,  then  pink, 

then  silver  again 

she  nodded  and  stayed/ 

wearing  her  shell  there  on  the  sand 

just  like  a crab  or  snail 

glistening  pink  inside, 

then  silver  outside 

she  pulled  further  in/ 

when  at  last  the  shell  broke 

she  lay  glimmering  on  the  sand 

first  silver,  then  pink, 

then  silver  again 

then  nothing  at  all/ 

she  washed  out  to  sea 
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Dream  On,  Little  Stream 


Chi-Hoi  Duon: 


From  the  north  side  man-made  pond, 

To  the  golf  eourse  where  the  stream  makes  its  round, 

In  and  out  by  the  home  sites. 

Throw  itself  into  the  mighty  East  DuPage  River’s  arms. 
Seeing  it  coming  across  from  my  window  bay. 

Bring  out  four  seasons  to  play. 

With  the  vast  canvas  of  forest  reserve  against  the  big  sky. 
What  a glamour  painting  it  draws  along  the  way. 

As  spring  arrives  again. 

Snow  thaws  as  April  shower  reins. 

Squirrels  and  rabbits  chasing  on  the  green. 

The  duck  family  lays  their  home  claims  at  the  river  bend. 
Sometimes  in  the  raging  rain. 

The  streams  become  mighty  as  it  can. 

High  water  pouring  through  the  preserve’s  land. 

Thanks  God  the  water  won’t  take  a stand. 

Soothing  the  heat  when  summer  is  around. 

The  trees  show  its  shade  abound, 

Till  the  faU  in  the  door  step. 

The  leaves  slowly  takes  the  ride  on  the  stream  down. 
Grey  sky  comes  in  the  winter  day. 

And  the  snow  fall  seems  not  far  away. 

Ice  lays  the  path  of  the  stream. 

Far  beneath  the  water  is  stiU  flowing  its  way. 

Not  for  long  spring  would  comes  back  its  way. 

And  the  stream  bounces  back  and  plays, 

Under  the  unpredictable  March  sky. 

But  this  is  the  nature  showing  its  way. 
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Silliness 


Russell  Emmert 


As  I sit  there,  behind  the  waterfall 

with  you,  I play  Casanova 

over  the  internal  soundtrack  (of  my 

fretting  the  exposure  of  past  sins, 

the  drum  of  the  heartbeat, 

and  the  rhythm  of  that  nervous  pulse). 

I casually  comment  on  my  appreciation 

of  your  appearance,  to  which  you  respond 

with  polite  gratimde  and  suggest 

how  grand  it  is  to  be  inside  this  little  cave, 

looking  out  at  only  beauty, 

beauty  you  can  reach  out  to  touch, 

but  wouldn’t  dare  interrupt. 

“How  true,”  I’d  laugh, 

hiding  my  hands  behind  me,  pretending 

I wasn’t  a smitten  Astaire 

fumbling  for  words  beside  a Ginger  divorcee. 

You’re  watching  the  stray  drops  curving 
along  the  ceiling  as  I remain  affixed 
to  how  calmly  they  pet  your  hair,  or  how 
they  trace  your  skin  down  past  the  edges 
of  your  fingertips,  or  slipping  slowly  to  the 
lovely  limits  of  your  Ups,  sticking 
like  dew  atop  the  gentle  rose  petal — 

Your  eyes  catch  my  stupid  gaze,  and  in 
the  nervousness  of  the  moment  I dive  away, 
scraping  my  skin  against  the  rocks, 
hoping  and  fearing  you  understood  me, 
as  you  giggle  worriedly  at  such  silliness. 
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Equation  of  Me 


Chirag  Pandva 


I am  a complex  integration 
Consisting  of  inspiration 
Minus  desperation 
Multiplied  by  determination 
Add  in  a little  humiliation 
To  offset  my  arrogance 
Squared  by  my  endless  romance 
Divided  by  my  slim  chance 
To  take  the  lead  in  life’s  dance 
Where  I am  I do  not  understand 
Never  being  sure  of  life’s  plan 

But  no  matter  where  I end  up,  I will  always  know  who  I am. 
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Finding  God  in  2009 


Patricia  Gangas 


In  the  dark  blue  night 
snow  slides  like  a white  cloth 
over  a dreaming  world. 

The  song  sparrow,  stately  as  a glacier 
salutes  the  skies  with  music  of  secret  hope, 
and  the  winter  moon,  in  crystalline  clarity 
sails  the  universe  as  a pure  light  of  peace. 

Constellations  reach  through  the  centuries, 
to  touch  the  warring  earth 
blanketed  beneath  the  snow. 

Yet,  a subtle  grace  leaps  in  pure  whiteness 

Our  holy  God,  tangled  and  forgotten  in  the  uncounted  years 
voices  His  solemn  vow  of  love  in  the  rushing  sound  of  wind. 

O,  ice  sculptured  God  of  extraordinary  love 
extricate  our  world  from  its  own  destruction, 
give  us  courage  to  rummage 
through  the  drawers  of  Hfe, 
in  search  of  You. 

We  are  like  lost  snow  geese  running  across  the  ice, 
so,  give  us  hope  to  make  our  way  home 
faith  to  find  You  again. 
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La  Verdad  en  La  Sangre 


Sarah  Gonzalez 


Along  a well  traveled  path,  navigating  like  I Am  The  Urban  Sprawl, 

I saw  a mother  and  her  child  standing  among  the  weeds  that  trace  these 
train  tracks. 

Waiting  for  gasps  as  each  blue-eyed  young  blood  watched  as  they  trekked 
by. 

Glass  glistens  in  the  ghetto  like  a peace  offering  gone  astray,  walking  the 
black  pavement  swiftly  turned  gray, 

like  the  discolored  skin  of  a labor  worker  working  a 9 to  5 day. 

These  are  the  true  people,  falling  down  like  ring-around-the-rosie 
and  this  time  it’s  not  soft  from  clanking  jugs  of  wine. 

We’re  smearing  war  paint  on  our  cheeks  this  time. 
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Into  the  Maze 


Connie  Padera 


black  and  white  photograpbj 
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Journey  to  the  Musical  Forest 


Kelson  Lucas 


I stared  off  into  starry  space, 

A single  sound  caught  my  ear, 

Like  the  first  raindrop  falling. 

Before  the  storm  came  near. 

Followed  by  such  a brilliant  light, 

I thought  I’d  lost  my  sight. 

Vision  clear  and  feelings  aUt, 

My  starry  sky  replaced  by  a wondrous  sight, 
A magic  place  where  music  takes  flight. 

Notes  in  miraculous  rainbows. 

Scales  Hke  far  off  rivers. 

Flowing  lyrics  paint  the  heavens. 

The  ground  rumbles  with  unformed  verses. 

The  world  flashes  white. 

Vision  blurs  and  senses  take  flight. 

Returned  again  to  jeweled  sky, 

Sound  fading. 

Form  lost. 

Music  gone. 

What  a night. 
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Mermaid 


Mardelle  Fortier 


The  sun  lazed  like  a mermaid, 

tail  shining  on  the  cool  pure  water 

and  the  yellow  light  drew  us  in,  to  the  depths. 

All  morning  we  swam  through  the  glory 
of  peacock  waves,  blue-green,  golden, 
floated  till  our  legs  became  part  of  the  lake. 

We  slid  on  silk,  glided  on  fairy  diamonds 

sprinkled  through  the  melted  sky, 

endless  and  ancient,  speaking  its  mystical  song. 

In  the  light  my  sister  had 

turned  green,  turned  golden,  hair 

flowing  in  wind,  waist  curved  into  a beautiful  tail. 
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Old  Nude 


eannine  Messina 


This  old  nude 
needs  a change. 

From  the  soles  of  her  feet 
to  the  top  of  her  mane. 

Smooth  skin  from  ankles 
past  bulging  knees. 

Cellulite  thighs 
lipoed  with  ease. 

Jodphur  hips 
and  sagging  rear. 

A lot  of  work 
needed  here. 

A tummy  tuck 
and  nipped  in  waist. 

Upward  lift 

of  breast,  neck  and  face. 

Do  the  arms, 
oh  please,  oh  please. 

When  she  waves 
they  flap  in  the  breeze. 

A style,  a color 
all  is  complete. 

When  people  ask, 
she  will  be  discreet. 

What  does  she  see 
when  she  looks  in  the  mirror? 
The  same  “old  nude” 
with  the  new  exterior. 
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Photo  Ops 


Veronica  Shukin 


My  mind’s  a revolving  door 
But  when  I think  of  you  it  stops 

Gets  stuck  goin’  around 
Like  rusty  doors  in  little  shops 

I trip  and  whack  my  head 
My  self-composure  almost  drops 

Everything  starts  spinning 
Acting  like  those  funky  tops 

I straighten  up  and  fake  a laugh 
Perfect  timing:  photo  ops 
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You  Weren’t  There 


Christine  Aument 


I stopped  by  the  cemetery  today. 

You  weren’t  there. 

I looked  at  your  name  on  the  headstone. 

It  was  mine,  not  yours, 

Despite  the  fact  you  gave  it  to  me. 

I walked  by  your  tree  this  afternoon. 

You  were  there. 

More  than  at  the  cemetery. 

Less  than  in  my  heart. 

I miss  you,  I love  you  still. 

But  when  I stopped  by  the  cemetery  today. 
You  weren’t  there. 
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These  Winds  That  Carry  Me  Away 


Patricia  Gangas 


upon  learning  of  mj  cancer  diagnosis 

For  three  davs  the  full  moon, 
a white  rose,  sleeps  in  the  black  petal  sky 
and  the  birch  sheds  its  overcoat  of  leaves. . . 
a lonesome  inscription  for  dav’s  end. 

The  garden  gate  creeks  above  svirhng  sprays 

of  twigs  and  dting  daffodils 

but,  there  are  these  winds  that  carrv  me  awav. 

Clouds  rise,  hea\w  with  dark  delirium, 
the  northern  stars  stone-still  hang  overhead. 

The  tracks  of  mv  vears  run  non-stop 
as  1 shiver,  m the  evening’s  gloom, 
w'hile  leaves  murmur,  hinting  of  another  w’orld. 
What  distant  journey  pushes  me  tow'ards  darkness? 
W^IU  my  winter  come  this  year? 

God,  could  You  not  find  some  use  for  me 
for  I am  Your  silent  splendor- 
sw^ept  with  Your  voice  that  sears 
like  g^T^y  songs  above  the  shadowy  streets. 

Even  in  these  raw’  autumn  days 
1 wish  to  look  ki  human  eves  forever, 
but,  that  may  not  be  just  w’hat  You  wish. 

If  not,  then  raise  me  up  with  You, 

You,  w’ho  first  kindled  love  within  my  heart, 
then  send  the  angels  to  put  out  the  sun, 
and  I,  turning  from  this  nameless  dark,  will  go, 
resisting  not  these  winds  that  carrv  me  aw’av 
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Two  Face 


Thomas  Veith 


My  headlights  are  on  but  they  don’t  see  much 
It’s  stiU  hard  to  see 

And  I’ve  managed  to  get  my  windshield  fogged 
Maybe  it’U  help  if  I don’t  breathe 

It’s  a dark,  wet,  warm  winter  night 

Such  a strange  setting  for  Illinois 

Snow  is  melting  and  rain  is  falling 
In  a soft  parade  of  joy 

The  lines  on  the  road  fly  by  me 
Ever  so  mockingly 

As  if  they  are  thoughts  I cannot  escape 
Forever  stalking  me 

The  stars  serve  as  a constant  reminder 

That  I’m  probably  wasting  my  time 

I can  curse  their  name  or  turn  my  eyes  away 
But  they  are  still  going  to  shine 

As  I reach  home  and  step  out  of  the  car 

I can  see  the  moon  through  dead  trees 

The  glistening  branches  look  like  Christmas  lights 
And  there  is  beauty  in  everything 
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Show  Business 


Stephanie  Parker 
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Chase  the  Moon 


Connie  Padera 


It’s  nights  like  these 
when  I just  know 

there’s  no  way  I’m  gonna  make  it 
to  the  moon  and  back. 

At  least  not  before  curfew 

But  I’ll  keep  crashing  into  space  anyway, 
and  the  world  will  pass  me  by. 

Rewind  and  freeze. 

Watch  for  the  clock. 

Count  the  seconds 

that  are  gone  too  fast, 
and  the  ones  that  refuse  to  come  back. 


Stay. 

It’s  nights  like  these. . . 

I know. 

I should  have  stayed  home. 

Brake  quickly, 
will  you  wait  for  me? 

rU  beg... 

If  you  need  me  to. 

On  this  night, 

I need  you  too. 

Oh  Yes. 

Slow  down.  Space  Cowboy. 

It’s  one  of  those  nights. 


Just  pause 
take  a breath, 

and  chase  the  moon. 
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A whisper  in  the  shadows, 
a whistle  in  the  trees. 

There’s  singing  in  the  meadows, 
dancing  in  the  seas. 

Shouting  from  the  tops  of  mountains; 
a listen  to  the  cry  in  need. 

There’s  sounds  of  music  in  the  thunder, 
lightning  above  the  weeds. 

A wind  blows  the  branches; 
a leaf  decides  to  leave. 

The  clouds  begin  to  move  away; 
darkness  tries  to  flee. 

A shadow  traps  the  sun; 
the  moon  is  set  free. 

The  sunlight  peaks  through; 
a rainbow  is  seen. 
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Christine  Aument 


When  I lost  my  love, 

You  were  there, 

Listening  to  my  pain. 

Consoling  in  my  sorrow. 

Then  you  pushed  the  envelope, 

A kiss  more  than  the  kiss  of  friends. 
An  apology. 

But,  later,  yet  another  kiss. . . 

It  felt  nice. 

It  fiUed  a gap. 

It  intimated  a romance 
That  could  never  be. 

But  I was  vulnerable. 

Lonely,  hurting,  open. . . 

You  were  concerned. 

Caring,  loving,  gentle . . . 

Now  Lm  ready  to  move  on 
To  redefine  my  Hfe. 

Still  you  populate  my  thoughts, 

A name  that  pops  to  mind  unbidden. 
In  a relationship  where 
We  win  always  be  just  friends. 
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AtoU 


Margaret  Moran 


The  particular  scent  of  creosote-saturated  striations,  the  essence, 
the  emanating  incense  of  Catholic  school  Lamentations 

cornered  by  blacktop,  castaway  in  a stone  sea,  I claimed  that  stinky  log 
as  life  raft  and  island.  Defensive,  dirty  haired,  friendship-wrecked 

pouring  out  prayers  to  those  child-gods  of  playground  dominion,  the  bitter 
of  their  rejection  spoken  in  tongues.  The  hum  and  pitch  of  their  buzzing 

the  shimmer-winged  sand  flies,  the  bite  of  beach  glass,  the  sting  of 
pretty  things  of  sharp  exotic  cruelty,  I studied  each  with  feverish  thirst 

Unquenched,  the  sun  baked  down  on  the  wilderness  of  fourth  grade  recess, 
and  no  one  got  the  message  I was  entirely  alone,  and  no  one  looked  for  me 
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Criminally  in  Love 


Veronica  Shukin 


Well,  I hope  you’ve  got  an  alibi 
‘Cause  you  just  stole  my  heart 

And  I hope  you  left  no  fingerprints 
When  you  took  my  breath  away 

You  better  keep  your  guilty  eyes 
Away  from  drowning  mine 

And  I’m  sure  you  made  off  like  a bandit 
With  all  my  common  sense 

I bet  you  didn’t  think  I saw 
When  you  put  that  smile  on  my  face 

They’U  catch  you  if  you  don’t  watch  out 
You’re  acting  like  a drug 
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Color  My  World 


Rosalia  Pecora 


In  my  Technicolor  dreams  is 
where  I will  find  you 
In  my  Crayola  world  is 
where  we  both  will  reside 

Perfection  is  what  you  are 

Locks  of  luscious  black  licorice 

cover  your  head 

Green  like  iv}^  eyes 

entrances  like  a magic  trick 

Paper  white  smile 

cuts  me  like  a butter  knife 

Colors  surround,  drown 
Develop,  envelop 

become  the  apple  of  our  core 
fire  engine  red,  lava  hot,  scalding 
love  like  the  sun 

bright  yellow  high-tops 
& brown  suede  shoes 

Take  us  to  the  moon 

Only  to  take  us  back 

to  the  ground  that  we  tread  on 

Leads  us  down 

the  aisle 

Where  we  will  become  as  one 
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Blue  and  Green 


Katherine  Doty 


color  photography 
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Deep  Thoughts  in  Harp  Strings 


Manuel  Alvarez 


color  photographj 
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Erik  C.  Vanderkooi 


End  of  a Season 


color  photography 
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Night  Rush 


Rebecca  Carey 
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Hiding 


Veronica  Shuki 
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His  Ways  Are  Higher  Than  My  Ways 
But  Now  I’m  Lost... (Isaiah  55) 


Mike  Herbert 
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Peter  Hagertv 


Ju  Read  Royko  Lately? 


oil  painting 
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Reflection 


osh  Merri] 


I 


color  photography 
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I ifii 


Millennium  Park 


color  photography 


Erik  C.  Vanderkooi 
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New  in  Town 


Bob  Peterso 
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Tule  Elk 


color  photography 
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PB  Monster  Lurking 


Elizabeth  Shrimmel 


color  photography 
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Zabriskie  Point 


oan  Kalmanek 


color  photograhj 
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Something  a Philanthropist  Might  Like 


Sarah  Gonzalez 


color  photography 
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Erik  C.  Vanderkooi 


color  photography 
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Abandoned 


oan  Kalmane 


S 


color  photography 
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Volver 


Nick  Muniz 


remember  when  we  stepped  through  the  industrial  littered  lot.  like  children 
through  tall  grass  and  wheat  over  enormous  metal  girders  and  uptorn  wires 
exposed  in  the  ground,  we  sat  in  the  last  grassy  patch  at  the  top  of  the  hill  and 
admired  the  shapes  of  the  sunset  falling  on  the  site,  how  was  i supposed  to  know 
that  what  meant  so  much  to  me,  could  never  mean  so  much  to  you.  i never  knew 
the  world  that  lie  outside  our  city,  but  you  never  knew  the  world  that  lie  within  it. 
im  not  going  back  with  you  tonight. 
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Times  Like  Before 


anet  Nicholson 


Please  take  me  back  to  the  start, 

Before  everything  fell  apart. 

The  time  we  spent  was  never  ending, 

Our  hearts  weren’t  even  close  to  bending. 

Now  it’s  always  about  how  much  we  spent 

Remember  when  we  didn’t  have  enough  to  pay  the  rent? 

I think  we  have  too  much  money 

And  not  enough  times  have  you  called  me  honey 

I say  we  go  back  to  before. 

Let’s  not  live  like  this  anymore. 

Forget  the  jewelry  and  fancy  cars. 

Let’s  just  sit  here  and  watch  the  stars 
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Dunes 


oan  Kalmane 


black  and  white  photography 
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A.D.D. 


Lana  Spisovskiv 


The  assignment  is  to  write  a short  story.  The  key  word  being  short  like 
when  you  stand  in  line  for  a rollercoaster  ride  for  2 hours  and  the  ride  is  2 minutes 
long  short,  like  Mr.  Ottomans’  gym  shorts  short,  Man  I hate  gym.  So  much  pressure 
for  a guy  to  be  good  in  gym,  well  I’m  not  good  ok?  I’m  good  at  poetry  and  playing 
piano  but  they  don’t  let  you  exercise  that  in  school,  just  your  abs  and  triceps.  My  best 
friend  john  had  amazing  biceps,  he’s  a football  player  and  the  girls  love  him.  Ahh 
Girls. . . I love  girls.  The  way  they  smeU,  the  short  skirts  they  wear  and  speaking  of 
short,  this  short  story  is  not  going  to  be  my  cup  of  tea. 

My  English  class  is  fiUed  with  immigrants  and  failing  seniors.  It’s  easy.  Maria 
Teltora  is  easy.  Ha,  I saw  her  making  out  with  the  entire  lacrosse  team  last  week.  It 
was  put  together  for  people  like  us.  In  saying  “us”  I mean  people  who  cant  get  it 
together,  teenagers  whose  dogs  are  always  eating  their  homework  and  whose  com- 
puters keep  shutting  down  right  before  they  finish  there  25  page  paper.  Though  I’m 
not  sure  why  I’m  in  this  class.  I don’t  even  have  a dog.  I always  wanted  a small  dog, 
one  that  sits  in  your  lap  aU  day  and  doesn’t  require  exercise.  Paris  Hilton  has  one, 
man  she  can’t  sing;  I have  no  idea  why  she’s  famous,  probably  because  of  her  small 
dog.  Celebrities  are  always  accessorizing  with  flesh  and  bone,  if  its  not  dogs,  its  kids. 

I don’t  know  if  I want  kids,  I think  lU  be  fine  with  a dog,  a small  one  that  doesn’t 
require  exercise. 

I remember  the  day  that  I was  told  I was  being  transferred  in  to  a “special” 
English  class.  Like  I ride  the  short  bus  special?  I asked.  They  told  me  it  was  for  stu- 
dents who  were  more  advanced  then  the  regular  pupils.  I heard  when  you  love  some- 
one your  pupils  expand,  same  as  when  your  smoking  weed.  That’s  ironic,  you  get  the 
same  high  off  drugs  and  love,  probably  why  there’s  a love  drug.  Man  whoever 
invented  that  was  genius.  But  they  said  I was  genius  and  now  I’m  in  here  sitting  by 
the  French  dude,  French  dressing,  French  kissing,  French...  I would  never  take 
French  and  the  Spanish  Sinourita,  who  is  so  smokin  hott,  but  speaks  no  English. 
“Shakira,  Shakira,  I never  really  knew  that  she  could  dance  like  this.  She  makes  a man 
want  to  speak  Spanish.”  Granted  I’ve  never  seen  her  dance  but  Ya,  she  makes  me 
wanna  speak  Spanish,  even  if  its  just  the  two  words  that  I know;  El  banio  and  Holla 
which  I always  read  like  HoUer’,  like  black  people  greet  each  other  or  When  Gwen 
Stefani  sings  “I  aint  no  hoUer  back  girl.”  She  and  Madonna  need  to  step  down  while 
people  still  like  them,  their  old. 

On  top  of  being  in  this  “gifted”  class,  the  school  also  convinced  my  mom 
to  take  me  to  the  doctor.  I don’t  have  a good  history  with  doctors.  I don’t  think  they 
know  what  there  talking  about  and  I would  like  to  teU  them  that  those  endless  hours 
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of  studying,  eight  years  of  college  and  massive  amount  of  debt  have  gotten  them 
nowhere.  My  smart  doctor  told  me  to  take  these  litde  multicolored  pills  everyday. 
Multicolored,  like  the  love  drug.  Ha.  I’m  no  dummy  I told  him  and  he  didn’t 
respond,  exactly.  Speaking  of  Doctor’s  visits,  that’s  what  I was  gonna  write  my 
short  story  on,  since  I’m  there  a lot.  I could  talk  about  how  I have  no  idea  why 
I’m  there  and  how  every  time  the  doctor  starts  talking,  it’s  reaUy  hard  for  me  to 
focus 

The  teacher  gave  us  three  weeks  to  write  this  story.  We  could  write  about 
anything.  He  looked  at  me  when  he  said  that.  Anything,  that’s  a vague  subject,  I 
could  write  about  pirates,  guns,  flowers,  Russia,  babies,  my  brother;  my  brother  has 
a baby,  her  name  is  Jive,  like  the  swing  dance.  Man  I can’t  dance,  I tried  at  the  last 
spring  fling,  I failed.  I can’t  wait  for  spring.  I’m  so  tired  of  the  winter  and  it  just 
started,  puberty  also  just  started,  by  next  spring  I should  be  a fuU  grown  man.  Ah 
to  be  a man.  Men  Men  Men  Alen,  Good  show. 

I have  to  settle  on  something.  Something  so  good  that  my  teacher  would  see  that 
I don’t  need  to  be  in  this  class,  she’U  marvel  and  clap  and  say  “Go,  Go,  Out  you 
go  to  the  regular  English  class.”  And  the  whole  class  will  get  on  there  feet  and  clap 
and  cheer  as  I grab  my  books  and  run  out  yeUing  “tU  remember  you,  I wiU.”  If 
you’re  thinking  I should  write  a story  on  how  I’m  crazy.  Relax.  I just  watch  a lot  of 
movies.  I wish  there  were  a job  where  you  could  watch  movies  aU  day;  I would  be 
brilliant  at  that.  Not  as  brilliant  as  Angelina  Jolie  in  Wanted,  maann  I know  why 
she’s  wanted.  Ha.  Her  lips  took  up  half  the  screen.  I would  want  a job  where  I 
could  look  at  her  lips  aU  day.  AU  day  that’s  how  long  it’s  gonna  take  me  to  pick  a 
topic. 

In  my  Ufetime  of  17  years  I’ve  been  around  the  block  a time  or  two.  I’ve 
seen  some  ugly  things  and  some  things  that  would  bring  tears  to  your  eyes.  So  I’ve 
decided  that  this  short  story  wiU  be  about  my  first  kiss.  My  first  kiss  was  given  to 
me  from  one  of  the  ugUest  girls  you’ll  ever  see.  Ugly  Uke  the  elephant  man,  that 
book  brought  tears  to  my  eyes,  this  girl  brought  tears  to  my  eyes  and  vomit  to  my 
throat.  My  throat  burned  for  days,  felt  Uke  someone  Ut  a match  and  threw  it  in 
mouth.  My  mouth,  that’s  where  she  had  the  audacity  to  lay  her  nasty  Ups,  she  did- 
n’t even  ask  me.  Once  my  mother  made  the  mistake  of  not  asking  me  what  I 
wanted  for  Christmas,  I ended  up  with  12  pairs  of  socks  and  Disney  pajamas, 
which  later  my  girlfriend  burned  in  some  sort  of  ritual,  a don’t-ever-come-around- 
here-cuz-were-through  ritual.  Been  down  that  road  to  many  times,  girls  are  always 
burning  my  clothes,  my  throat  or  my  bed  covers,  man  I’d  Uke  to  be  under  my  bed 
covers,  this  is  takin  so  long;  Longer  than  it  took  for  me  to  get  my  Ucense  or  to  get 
back  my  Ucense  after  I got  it  taken  away  the  second  week.  The  second  week  of 
school  is  when  I got  detention,  met  my  girlfriend  in  detention,  the  one  that  burned 
my  clothes,  should  have  seen  that  one  coming.  But  I never  saw  that  kiss  coming; 
third  grade,  me  on  the  swings,  Girtha  charging  at  me,  me  frozen  from  fear.  She 
stopped  just  short  of  killing  me  and  tilted  her  head  to  the  side  and  sunk  her  Ups 
into  mine,  trauma.  I didn’t  eat  for  a week. 

It’s  a wonder  I even  settled  on  a topic.  My  first  kiss,  that  otta  keep  every- 


The  Prairie  Light  Review 


47 


one  awake  tor  a while.  iViy  teacher  is  always  talking  about  details.  Make  sure  we  can 
see  the  people  and  the  places.  Some  people  you  don’t  wanna  see  like  the  elephant  girl 
from  the  third  grade  or  what  Marilyn  hlanson  actually  looks  like  with  no  makeup  on. 
Why  are  these  men  wearing  makeup,  I get  the  lightning  bolts  and  black  paint  but 
when  you’re  putting  on  white  face  powder,  tons  of  eyeliner  and  mascara  your  cross- 
ing the  line.  Some  things  were  made  just  for  girls  like  Barbie’s,  country  music  and 
cleaning  supplies.  Men  are  to  be  manly  like  Vin  Diesel  or  Hulk  Hogan.  Now  I ain’t  no 
terminator  but  nobody’s  calling  me  Clay  Aiken  either.  Their  was  one  small  detail  he 
left  out,  he  was  gay,  seems  like  everyone  knew  except  him.  Details  for  my  first  kiss,  it 
was  at  school,  the  end  of  the  week  and  there  was  a pack  of  girls  in  front  of  me.  Girls 
and  packs,  I guess  it  starts  at  a young  age.  Packs  of  girls  in  bathrooms,  in  movie  the- 
atres, at  the  mail;  wolves  travel  in  packs,  so  do  lions,  that’s  probably  saying  something 
about  girls.  Girtha  ran  at  me  like  a bull,  full  speed,  as  if  1 was  holding  a big  red  sheet. 
Bull  fights  are  crazy,  those  men  don’t  just  move  when  the  bull  comes  at  them,  they 
jab  it  till  its  barley  breathing,  animal  Cruelty.  Focus.  Focus.  Girtha  stopped  right  in 
front  of  me,  like  she  was  sliding  in  for  a Home  Run  or  when  you  look  down  while 
driving  and  you  have  to  slam  your  brakes  because  the  idiot  in  front  of  you  can’t  drive. 
I’ve  had  my  share  of  bad  drivers,  people  cutting  me  off,  flicking  me  off,  and  trying  to 
run  me  off  the  road.  Sometimes  I have  trouble  focusing. . . 

My  mom’s  calling  me.  I have  another  Doctors  appointment,  I need  a hair 
appointment,  maybe  111  grow  my  hair  out.  Oh  outside  I wanna  go  outside.  I’ve  been 
in  here  for  hours.  My  mom’s  calling  me,  something  about  a doctor’s  appointment;  I 
don’t  have  a good  history  with  doctors.  I have  to  finish  this  paper.  Paper  planes;  that’s 
a good  band  name.  Maybe  I should  start  a band.  We  could  be  the  next  Matchbox  20 
or  System  of  a Down.  Get  Down  Stairs  I hear  my  mother  yelling.  I once  fell  down 
the  stairs  when  I was  seven;  I was  reaching  for  my  socks.  Do  I have  socks  on?  I 
should  probably  put  socks  on,  it’s  cold  outside.  I need  to  get  outside  more;  all  this 
homework  is  killing  me.  Alaybe  I should  stop  going  to  school  and  start  a band.  Id  be 
famous  and  rich  like  Britney  Spears,  but  I wouldn’t  dress  like  here,  maybe  I would  if  it 
made  me  famous.  Aly  mother  is  now  standing  over  me.  We  have  to  go,  she  says. 
\\"here?  I ask.  She  puts  her  hand  on  her  face  and  asks  if  I’m  taking  my  fun  multicol- 
ored piUs  everyday.  Multicolored  pills  I laugh.  I’m  no  dummy. 
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Untitled  4 


Cathy  Tighe 


l^ithocrayon 
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Arrival 


Tricia  Marcella  Cimera 


for  Annette  B. 

I have  arrived 
at  the  same  age 
that  you  were. 
Wouldn’t  you  be 
surprised  to  see 
my  hair  so  long, 
though  not  as  long 
and  beautiful 
as  yours  was 
before  you  lost  it. 

My  blue  eyes 
regard  myself 
in  the  mirror  — 
here  I am  alive. 

Wasn’t  I saddened 
to  hear 

your  brown  eyes 
lost  sight,  went  blind 
in  that  last  week 
before  you  died 
of  leukemia. 

Leukemia  — 

a most  unpoetic  word, 

yet 

there  it  is. 

Arriving 
so  bitterly, 
so  unexpectedly, 
so  randomly, 
on  your  doorstep 
instead  of  mine. 
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Sweet  Melodies 


Rosalia  Pecora 


your  sweet  melodies  tickle  my  ear 
gently  caress  my  lobes 
instant  gradfication 

words  and  beats  make  their  way 
through  my  brain,  waves  of  music 
crash  against  my  body 

the  sudden  urge  to  dance 
overwhelms  me  like  a raging  fire, 

I sway  like  a gingko  tree  on  a breezy  day 

sweat  drops  to  the  floor 
heart  profusely  pumps 

the  song  may  be  over, 
but  the  passion  never  left 
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Dog  and  His  Best  Friend 


Misa  Sicova 


black  and  white  photography 
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Mac  and  Cheese 


Russell  Emmert 


I thought,  “How  wonderful  it  must 
be  to  be  America’s  favorite  cookie” 
while  I stirred  my  Mac  + Cheese. 

But  then  I remembered  the  Philippines, 
and  how  such  sweet  empires  of  flavors 
could  be  imperially  absorbed  and 
disintegrate  from  sweetest  compounds 
to  chemical  stomachaches. 

“It  must,  at  least,  be  wonderful  to  be 

popcorn,  America’s  favorite 

snack.”  I stopped  stirring  and  watched 

the  pot  boil  after  thinking  of  Native 

American  Indians,  and  how  a culture 

with  an  eternity  as  half-life  and  covalently 

bonded  with  nature  was  erased 

by  our  salesman,  comb  over  smiles, 

by  our  sweeping  sulfur  ions 

carried  by  Manifest  West  Winds, 

taken  from  Naked  glory  to  bare  ruin, 

then  mass  produced  as  light,  enjoyable  fluff. 

I guess  I felt  a little  bit  like 
Lady  Liberty  stirring  that  pot  of 
Faces  before  the  powdered  indulgence  of 
cheesy  obsessions  took  over. 

Back  when  it  was  “Give  me  your  tired” 
and  they  will  be  one  of  us,  before 
they  were  prepared  regularly  for 
corporate  consumption.  Before 
she  treated  them  like  cicadas 
and  bathed  in  perfumes  of  pesticide, 
until  we  were  all  intoxicated 
and  treating  the  green  better  than  grass. 

But  mostly. 

Before  she  was  drunk  too. 

When  Mom  made  Mac  and  Cheese  there  wasn’t 
any  unnatural  freckles  of  powder, 
the  only  ingredient  was  “You  can  be 
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anything  you  want  in  life  ” 

(I  decided  I’d  give  her  a call  and  see 
if  I couldn’t  make  her  some  grilled  cheese 
to  pay  back  a little  bit  of  that  debt,  then  I 
remembered  she  doesn’t  like  the  charred  real  deal.) 
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Oh,  how  I miss  thee. 


ared  Kau 


Oh  how  I miss  the  nights  long  gone 
when  you  would  creep  upon  me  slowly 
and  we  would  join  together,  two  as  one, 
until  hours  past  noon  the  next  day. 

Oh  how  I miss  the  days  when  I could  have  you 
when  I wanted  you,  when  we  could  be  together 
in  dreamy  bliss,  forgetting  all  the  world  around  us, 
wrapped  and  warm  beneath  wrinkled  sheets 
that  his  our  moonlight  escapades. 

Now  I lay  in  bed  alone,  tossing  and  turning 
with  no  real  companion,  your  specter  haunting 
my  blood  shot  eyes,  your  appearance  matching 
my  own;  emaciated,  lifeless, 
a memory  of  times  withered  and  gone. 

Oh  sleep,  how  I miss  thee. 
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Touch  the  Sky 


Connie  Padera 


56 


The  Prairie  Light  Review 


Eudaemonic 


Prisca  Kim 


it  is  unfortunate  that  i seem  to  write  best 

and  encounter  most  my  inspiration 

as  i drift  off  to  sleep 

my  body  lies  slack  against  the  mattress 

submerged  in  the  scent  of  slumber 

all  the  same,  thoughts  invade  my  mind 

and  i am  forced  with  a decision  to  make: 

to  choose  to  let  sleep  take  over  my  body 

and  consume  these  thoughts, 

temporary,  quotidian, 

typical,  six-hour,  eight-hour-at-best  respite 

in  the  land  of  unconscious,  disconnected  thought 

or  to  reach  over  and  jot  down  what  in  all  likelihood  are 

muddled,  incoherent  musings, 

destined  to  be  mottled  with  innumerable 

grammatical  and  spelling  errata 

of  which  no  one  will  likely  lay  eyes  on, 

but  as  i am  my  biggest  critic, 

would  provoke  a slight  sense  of  embarrassment  nonetheless 
and  i — left  to  hope  that  my  revising  and  editing  skills 
will  prove  me  worthy  of  eventually  unveiling  to  the  public 
this  potential  essay,  writing,  composition  or  what  have  you 
sans  shame  and  unease, 

all  the  while  entirely  aware  that  if  i decide  in  favor 

of  the  former  course  of  action, 

i will  be  left  to  bemoan  the  inevitable  death 

of  these  reflections  when  i wake — 

yet  i continue  to  lay,  immobile 

my  breaths  already  becoming  steady, 

my  muscles  already  relaxed 
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but 

helpless,  groggy,  tired  and  delusional 
and  debating — 

my  mind  becoming  increasingly  cluttered 

as  i work  up  my  resolve  and  energy 

to  make  sitting  up  a success 

and  while  it  is  an  admittedly  bothersome  battle 

of  the  mind  and  body 

irritating,  and  rather  untimely 

the  struggle  between  the  two  are  but  brief; 

my  decision  to  forego  a good  night’s  rest 

ultimately  bestows  upon  me  a sense  of  relief, 

and  utter  fulfillment. 
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I,  Like  a Child 


Russell  Emmert 


it  was  just  me  sniffling  at  that  lake, 
watching  the  lucky  sun  set  itself  in  the  warm, 
caring  hands  of  the  horizon,  where  it  felt 
comfort  after  burning  all  day 

like  coming  home  to  a wife. 

A couple  leaves  fell  slow  like  tears, 
and  the  grassy  distance  looked  like 
a silhouette  of  a man  with  a stubbled  chin — 

but  the  clouds  divorced  him  and  left. 

Many  roses  littered  the  lake 
(laying  seductively  with  that  perfume 
of  a real  woman  with  red  eye  shadow, 
red  lips  and  a red  light  beating  my  heart 
into  frenzied,  rhythmic  desire), 

but  not  a single  dandelion 

all  dolled  up  for  her  one  prom  night 

(after  working  all  day  to  be  beautiful) 

where  the  rose  scents  that  excited  bees  and  boys 

lead  to  the  act  that  scattered 
her  innocence  into  the  wind 

like  a child  forcing  a selfish  wish 
on  a selfless  woman. 
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In  the  Attic 


Veronica  Shukin 


The  heart-shaped  paper  airplane 
Took  a nose-dive  from  the  bed 

And  the  empty  purple  hair-band 
Wrapped  itself  in  its  own  knots 

The  cracked  and  tangled  laces 
Waited  patiently  to  be  found 

And  the  inside  out  piano 
Searched  the  pages  for  an  answer 

The  fragile  fake  poinsettia 
Denied  a caring  hand 

And  the  worthless  costume  earrings 
Wanted  solely  to  be  worn 

The  ripped  and  well-used  album 
Hoped  to  remain  a source  of  joy 

And  the  sad  and  lonely  people 
Need  nothing  more  than  love 
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Girl  on  the  Train 


Russell  Emmer 


My  eyes  investigate  the  way  your  sitting  verbs, 
assess  the  way  your  legs  long, 
and  watch  your  head  perching  atop 
your  hands  that  nest. 

My  mind  couldn’t  quite  grasp 
the  way  your  joints  fold 
like  some  subtle  origami, 
implying  vectors  while  still. 

How  do  you  approach  the  gentle  creature 
with  a smile  of  sealed  invitation, 
and  eyes  eagled  and  wise, 
while  her  shoulders  hint  flight? 

How  do  you  infiltrate 
the  completed  are  of  a woman 
with  no  need  for  your  ventricle 
squiding  out  ink  on  a little  page? 
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24  Hours  in  Autumn  Through  the  Eyes 
of  a Suburbanite 


Clickety-clack,  clickety- clack  . . . 

Journey  to  the  Big  Shoulders, 
carried  swifdy  through  the  portal, 
encased  in  steel. 

Tic-toc. 

Across  from  Wrigley, 

we  skip  the  gum-infested  sidewalk. 

Tonight’s  a clubbing  date 

pay  to  stand  for  a five-hour  sound  assault. 

Come  early  to  lean  on  a rail; 

in  the  crush,  you’ll  stand,  regardless. 

At  our  piece  of  rail  we  lean  and  listen  . . . 

immature  country  rantings, 

a voice  like  an  angel, 

the  sound  of  mud, 

the  pain  of  white  light, 

caustic  fake  smoke. 

My  legs  throb. 

The  angel’s  voice  distracts  the  pain. 

Sadly,  she  departs. 

Smiling  cabbie  takes  us  to  our  beds 

past  a sleeping  lake  encased  in  black  velvet. 

Not  even  the  stars  are  visible. 

Sirens  scream  through  the  night; 
nineteen  floors  up  we  lie  suspended. 

Clickety-clack,  clickety-clack. . . 

Hissing  back  through  the  portal.  Hush,  breathe. 


62 


The  Prairie  Light  Review 


Tic-toc. 

Arboretum,  Morton’s  forest  dream, 
oasis  in  the  sea  of  asphalt  and  strips. 
Escape  to  the  far  corners, 
to  ditch  the  leaf-peeping  throngs. 
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Cricket 


WiUiam  VoUrath 


cosmic 

rhythm 

nature’s 

heartbeat 

pulsing 

sonance 

timeless 

soundstage 

prana’s 

meter 

ageless 

chorus 

healing 

music 

holy 

poem 
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Untitled  1 


Cathy  Tighe 


l^ithocrayon 
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Tuition 


Nick  Muniz 


Under  yellow  lamplight  it's  a quiet  night  walking  back  to  AUyn  Hall 

I smell  the  rain  coming  as  the  florid  flocking  of  ruddy  leaves  soften  under  my 

feet 

I keep  thinking  of  my  father’s  face,  rough  and  grounding 
On  the  other  end  of  the  phone. 

Twelve  missed  calls. 

I can’t  pick  up 

I think  of  my  little  brother, 

Thick  hair  and  glowing  incorruptibility 

I simply  couldn’t  tell  them  the  truth.  About 

Where  I was 
Who  I was  with 
What  I had  become 

Flashes  of  lucid  dreams,  losing  my  teeth 
I miss  your  second  chances 
Vulnerable,  careful  and  renewed 

Home  will  transpose  from  elusive  to  unobtainable 

Like  an  exclusive  country  club  I had  been  thrown  out  of  in  a drunken  scene 
I told  never  to  return  to 

I've  wasted  my  time  and  now  these  debts,  I cannot  repay 
I try  to  forget  for  now  that  the  world  will  ever  catch  up  to  me. 

Maybe  I can  run  for  one  week  more 
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Walking  Through  the  Lilac  Park  in 
Winter 


Kelly  Mora 


Wisps  of  white  shift  over  the  brick  path; 
Powder  swirls  around  my  ankles. 

No  footsteps  in  the  snow  but  mine, 

Each  one  quickly  swept  away. 

The  park  sleeps,  tucked  in  for  winter 
Dreaming  of  spring  sunset  strolls. 

Trilling  warblers,  lilac  perfume, 

A gallery  of  tulips  nodding  in  the  breeze. 

In  a warmer  season  I would  meet  you  here. 
Take  your  hand,  lead  you  down  this  path 
To  discover  some  shady  and  fragrant  corner. 
Lie  on  the  grass,  blades  tickling  bare  legs. 

But  last  fall,  the  watercolor  landscape  bled. 
Wind  tore  tapestries  from  every  branch, 
and  aU  private  rooms  were  exposed 
To  austere  sculptors:  snow  and  ice. 

Yet,  I love  that  I met  you  in  winter. 

A metaphor  for  two  people  who  love  poetry: 
Our  hearts  two  bulbs  in  frozen  ground 
Full  of  hope  for  wet  spring. 

I think  of  you  as  I walk  through  this  park 
With  frost  on  my  kps. 

My  body  clenched  against  a chill; 

This  winter  stratified  our  souls. 

I recall  the  sunkght  in  your  smile 
And  the  tiny  green  leaves  in  my  heart  — 

The  ones  waiting  for  the  thaw  — 

Begin  to  unfold. 
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Nature  Lines 


Elizabeth  Shrimme^ 


black  and  white  photography 
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Lake  Stones 


Kristine  M.  Mille 


Corn,  corn,  on  the  cob! 

Corn,  corn — 

I was  ten  that  summer  and  too  old  for  the  silly  sing-song  I had  made  up  when 
I was  younger.  But  it  still  helped  to  pass  the  endless  hour’s  journey  to  Grandpa  and 
Grandma’s  cottage — and  to  control  the  excitement  that  made  me  itch  to  grip  my  hands 
on  the  wheel.  I was  sure  that  if  I could  drive,  I’d  get  us  there  much  faster  than  my 
father,  who  seemed  to  be  going  deliberately  slowly  this  Friday  afternoon. 

Labor  Day  weekend.  The  last  weekend  of  the  green  Wisconsin  summer.  The 
last  trip  to  the  cottage  before  Grandpa  and  Grandma  shut  it  for  the  winter.  “Some 
folks  close  up  the  weekend  before  Labor  Day,”  Grandpa  had  once  said  with  a snort. 
“But  not  me.” 

The  car  rolled  on.  The  westering  sun  glowed  through  the  tall  green  leaves 
waving  in  the  roadside  fields. 

Corn,  corn,  on  the  cob! 

My  little  sister  joined  in,  the  two  of  us  bouncing  up  and  down. 

Corn,  corn,  on  the  cob! 

Suddenly  I sat  up  straight.  We  were  turning  off  the  main  highway  onto  “J” 
Road,  the  final  mile  and  a quarter  before  the  cottage.  On  this  stretch,  the  car’s  tires  hit 
gravel  just  as  we  passed  the  boarded-up  schoolhouse,  stirring  a tremendous  cloud  of 
dove-gray  dust  outside  and  a flurry  of  activity  inside.  My  father,  mother,  little  sister, 
and  I all  rushed  to  crank  the  windows  before  the  dust  cloud  boiled  in.  Low-hanging 
branches  swished  the  car’s  roof  as  we  passed,  streaking  the  film  that  blanketed  the 
vehicle.  We  lurched  in  the  road’s  ruts,  and  my  knuckles  whitened  from  gripping  the 
handstrap.  My  foot  twitched  furiously. 

There  was  the  driveway— and  the  crimson  cardinal  perched  forever  atop  the 
sign  that  read,  A.T  Meisterhardt. 

The  car  turned  in  slow  motion  onto  the  large  grassy  lawn.  Almost  before  it 
stopped  moving,  I leaped  out  and  raced  across  the  grass  to  Grandpa,  who  quit  pushing 
the  hand  mower  and  stood  with  open  arms.  I bounded  into  his  sweaty  embrace. 

“We-e-e-e-1.  Look  who’s  here!”  He  chuckled  and  tossed  me  into  the  air.  I flew 
like  a little  bird,  but  he  caught  me  again  and  gave  me  another  squeeze  against  his  damp, 
white-ribbed  undershirt.  It  smelled  sweet,  like  aftershave  and  mosquito  repellant  and 
sweat.  Then  he  turned  to  amble  toward  my  folks  and  my  little  sister,  his  baggy  brown 
pants  flapping  around  his  short  legs. 

And  I took  off  running  through  the  woods  to  see  the  Lake.  Light  flickered  on 
the  damp  stones  of  the  path  and  mosquitoes  snipped  at  my  face.  Branches  and  leaves 
whipped  against  my  bare  arms.  I burst  from  behind  the  veil  of  green,  and  there  it 
was — Lake  Michigan,  flowing  from  one  end  of  the  horizon  to  the  other  in  the  late 
afternoon  sun. 

I felt  all  my  hurry  melt  away. 

The  Lake’s  fresh  breath  blew  full  in  my  face.  The  smell  gave  the  air  a different 
quality,  like  wind  newly  washed  by  rain,  or  the  breeze  at  the  top  of  a mountain. 
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The  Lake’s  color  changed  with  its  moods — one  day  exuberant  blue,  another 
sulky  gray  or  angry  white.  Its  voice  changed,  too — now  roaring,  now  murmuring,  but 
always  speaking  to  me. 

I stood  drinking  it  in,  wishing  I could  stay  there  endlessly.  But  the  shadows 
of  the  trees  stretched  all  the  way  across  the  beach  to  touch  the  water  now,  and  I knew 
I should  go  inside. 

Grandpa  was  just  holding  a match  to  the  logs  laid  in  the  huge  stone  fireplace 
when  I walked  into  the  living  room.  Grandma  set  her  book  down  and  rose  from  the 
corner  armchair.  Its  flowered  muslin  slipcover  gave  off  a musty  smell.  She  came 
toward  me  with  smaU  steps  like  a doe,  exclaiming  as  she  always  did,  “Oh,  Katie,  your 
eyes  are  just  the  blue  of  the  Lake!”  A sweet  smile  lighted  her  face,  and  she  reached 
down  to  touch  mv  cheek. 

I gave  her  a quick  kiss,  grabbed  a sandwich  off  the  plate  on  the  table,  and 
turned  to  squat  by  the  fireplace  next  to  Grandpa,  who  was  now  probing  in  the  flames 
with  a long  iron  poker. 

The  fireplace  was  made  of  large,  round  stones  colored  the  same  salmon, 
gray,  black,  and  puce  hues  as  pebbles  from  the  beach.  But  these  stones  were,  emphati- 
cally, not  from  the  Lake.  “If  they  were,  they  might  explode  when  they  got  hot,”  my 
father  had  explained  over  and  over.  He  made  me  smile.  He  thought  he  was  the  only 
one  who  knew  that.  But  Grandpa  had  told  me  aU  about  the  stones  long  ago. 

I looked  over  at  Grandpa.  “Teh  me  about  the  stones  again,  please.”  No 
answer.  He  was  staring  absently  into  the  fire,  a faraway  look  on  his  face.  “Grandpa?”  I 
was  just  about  to  tap  him  on  the  shoulder  when  he  cleared  his  throat  and  stood  up 
abruptly,  puUing  me  to  my  feet  with  him.  He  stuck  his  thumbs  under  the  lapels  of  his 
old  flannel  shirt,  put  on  his  storyteller’s  voice,  and  began. 

“These  stones  are  very  porous,”  he  said,  grabbing  my  hand  and  rubbing  my 
fingers  over  their  rough  surface.  “That  means  that  if  they  sit  in  the  Lake  they  absorb 
water.  Now,  what  happens  when  we  heat  water?  When  Grandma  puts  the  teakettle 
on?”  He  rushed  on  without  waiting  for  my  answer.  “Yes!  The  teakettle  whistles 
because  the  water  heats  to  boiling  and  mrns  to  steam  and  the  steam  has  to  have  some- 
where to  escape  and  so  it  goes  out  through  the  whistle!” 

He  paused  and  raised  his  index  finger  slowly.  “Now.  Suppose  that  we  heat 
these  stones  that  are  fuU  of  water  because  they  have  been  sitting  in  the  Lake.  What 
happens?  Same  thing.  The  water  starts  to  turn  to  steam.  But  the  steam  has  nowhere  to 
escape,  so  it  builds  and  builds  and  builds  until  so  much  steam  pressure  has  built  up 
that  KERBLOOIE!  The  stones  explode!”  His  hands  flew  apart  in  a sudden  explosion 
of  their  own  that  startled  me  and  I jumped  a little  bit.  He  reached  down  and  tapped 
me  on  the  end  of  the  nose  with  one  finger.  “And  that.  Miss  Katie,  is  why  we  don’t 
build  fireplaces  with  Lake  stones!” 

He  gave  a little  sigh  and  squatted  back  down  in  front  of  the  fire,  continuing 
to  poke  at  it  with  that  same  faraway  look  on  his  face,  while  my  mother  came  to  shoo 
me  upstairs  to  bed. 

There  were  two  bedrooms  in  the  attic,  and  they  were  as  different  as 
Grandma  and  Grandpa.  One  room  faced  the  forest  on  the  west.  A hush  fell  as  you 
stepped  into  this  room,  like  stepping  into  a church.  Then  came  the  early  evening  twit- 
tering of  a bird,  the  rustle  of  trees  in  a light  breeze.  Soft  starlight  filtered  gently 
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through  the  window,  hung  with  simple  white  curtains. 

The  other  room  faced  the  Lake,  and  often  the  noise  of  the  waves  roared  an 
exciting  challenge.  A reckless  sense  of  adventure  filled  me.  I imagined  myself  a brave  and 
beautiful  nurse  saving  the  lives  of  handsome  soldiers,  the  most  handsome  of  whom 
would  fall  in  love  with  me. 

Both  rooms  fascinated  me,  yet  I always  seemed  to  choose  the  Lake  room  to 
sleep  in,  as  I did  tonight.  My  little  sister  followed  suit.  After  I was  tucked  in  between  the 
clean,  rough  sheets,  I studied  the  electrical  conduit  twisting  its  way  up  to  the  wooden 
rafters.  I still  watched  it,  after  the  single  bulb  had  been  clicked  off,  by  the  spartan  moon- 
light shining  in  through  the  uncurtained  window.  For  a long  time,  I couldn’t  sleep  because 
of  the  inexpressible  joy  at  being  at  Grandpa’s  cottage  again — and  sadness  that  it  was  the 
end  of  another  season.  The  waves’  crashing  quieted  to  shooshing  on  the  sand,  and  the 
sound  finally  lulled  me  to  sleep. 

I woke  up  very  early,  when  it  was  barely  light,  and  saw  that  Grandpa  had  come 
up  to  sleep  on  the  spare  cot,  as  he  often  did,  to  listen  to  the  waves  in  his  sleep,  too.  A 
thin,  black  sock  lay  across  his  eyes — his  window  shade.  I thought  I heard  him  sigh,  softly 
and  sadly.  But  maybe  it  was  just  the  waves. 

When  I woke  again,  the  morning  sun  glared  through  the  window.  Grandpa  was 
not  there.  The  black  sock  lay  folded  neatly  on  top  of  his  pillow.  I dressed  quickly  and  tip- 
toed down  the  stairs  and  out  to  the  front  lawn,  where  I discovered  him,  as  I had  many 
times  before,  dressed  in  his  plaid  robe  and  striped  pajamas,  staring  out  at  the  morning  sun 
sparkling  on  the  Lake’s  placid  surface. 

“Calm  as  a mill  pond,”  he  murmured  as  I padded  up  to  his  side.  The  tiniest 
waves  lapped.  Grandpa  took  a deep  breath  of  dew-fresh  Lake  air  and  exhaled  slowly. 
“Ahhhhh.  Smell  that!  And  where  else  can  a man  stand  in  his  front  yard  in  his  bathrobe?” 
Fie  stretched  grandly. 

After  we  had  gazed  our  fill,  he  and  I went  in  companionable  silence  to  the 
kitchen  and  sat  at  the  corner  table,  where  he  made  toast  for  me,  inserting  the  thin  sHces  of 
white  bread  into  the  side  flaps  of  the  toaster.  The  heating  coils  snaking  back  and  forth 
glowed  red.  A delicious  smell  rose.  At  just  the  right  instant.  Grandpa  snapped  the  flaps 
down  and  flipped  the  browning  slices  with  expert  fingers.  I had  never  seen  him  burn  a 
piece  of  toast.  Ever. 

Down  the  haU,  the  floor  creaked.  Grandma  was  up.  The  early  morning  quiet  was 

over. 

There  was  the  sound  of  voices,  and  my  parents  came  down  the  stairs  carrying 
my  sleepy-eyed  little  sister.  Grandma  walked  into  the  kitchen;  pots  and  pans  clanked.  The 
voices  carried  over  their  din.  Above  it  aU  came  the  bang  of  the  screen  door  and  the  noise 
of  excited  confusion.  The  uncles  and  aunts  were  arriving  for  the  day — a day  that  flew  by 
in  swimming  and  sunning  and  building  sand  forts.  Too  soon  this  last  day  at  Grandpa  and 
Grandma’s  cottage  was  almost  over.  We  would  not  stay  for  Sunday — that  was  a day  of 
rest. 

Before  supper  (“to  work  up  an  appetite,”  explained  Grandpa)  or  sometimes  after 
(“to  walk  off  our  meal”)  or  sometimes  just  for  no  particular  reason  at  aU,  we  went  for 
long  walks  down  the  beach,  the  sand  squeaking  under  our  bare  feet.  “Only  sand  in  the 
U.S.  that  squeaks,”  swore  my  father  and  uncles.  Tonight,  as  always.  Grandpa  led  the  pro- 
cession, walking  briskly,  gesturing  at  this  or  that  point  of  interest — a gull  swooping  low 
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over  our  heads  and  skimming  out  across  the  water;  a flock  of  sandpipers  scurrying 
awa}^  marking  the  damp  sand  with  honeycomb-patterned  claw  prints;  a smooth,  round 
stone,  perfect  for  skipping. 

Grandpa  bent  and  picked  it  up,  caressing  it  and  flipping  it  in  his  palm  like  a 
collector  testing  the  worth  of  a rare  gold  coin.  When  it  passed  the  test,  he  gripped  the 
stone  lightly  in  his  fingertips,  drew  his  elbow  back,  and  then  with  a swift  flick  of  his 
wrist,  sent  it  flying  parallel  to  the  water’s  surface. 

We  held  our  breaths  to  see  how  many  times  it  would  touch  down.  Once. 
Twice.  Three  times — skip-skip-skip.  Nice.  Six  times!  Aaaaaaaah.  A good  one. 

Now  my  father  and  my  uncles  were  picking  the  beach  for  skipping  stones, 
swaying  like  hunchbacks,  eyes  and  hands  darting  here  and  there.  Finally  finding  the 
perfect  stone  they  would  straighten  up  and  send  it  flying.  Flick! 

But  on  the  way  home.  Grandpa  walked  more  slowly,  that  same  sad  look  on 
his  face,  until  he  lagged  far  behind.  The  others  didn’t  notice.  But  I hung  back  a little, 
too,  to  watch  him.  He  was  the  last  one  up  from  the  beach. 

When  we  bounded  into  the  warmth  of  the  cottage,  it  was  time  to  shuck  the 
corn  for  dinner.  Everyone  pitched  in,  crowding  around  the  huge  tub  full  of  swimming 
green  ears,  reaching  in  and  grasping  an  ear  in  one  hand,  gripping  a handful  of  green 
husk  with  the  other.  One  mighty  tug  and  the  husk  ripped  away,  exposing  rows  of 
bursting  yellow  kernels  and  releasing  fragrant  pollen  that  set  my  eyes  to  itching  furi- 
ously. 

Soon  the  corn  danced  in  a cauldron  of  boiling  water,  and  my  sister  and  I had 
time  to  help  our  mother  and  aunts  finish  setting  innumerable  places  at  the  dining 
table — elongated,  picnic-style,  with  polished  cedar  legs  that  crossed  like  a lady’s,  almost 
at  the  ankles. 

And  then  we  were  seated  around  it,  snuggled  together  on  the  long  benches 
on  either  side.  A hush  fell.  Grandpa  rose,  drawing  himself  to  his  full  five-foot,  five- 
inch  stature.  Standing,  with  his  feet  planted  a comfortable  distance  apart,  his  stubby 
fingers  grasping  the  chair’s  back.  Grandpa  took  a deep  breath.  The  voice  that  boomed 
out  next  always  made  me  shiver.  “Our  gracious  Heavenly  Father!”  it  began.  It  was  the 
voice  of  an  orator.  A patriarch.  A voice  that,  I had  no  doubt,  was  heeded  by  God. 

And  when  that  voice  finished,  we  and  the  food  had  been  blessed. 

Dinner  was  full  of  jokes  and  loud  talking  and  platters  of  corn  going  round 
and  round.  “Darryl.  Frank.  Sammy,”  said  Grandma.  “Have  some  more!”  Yet  through  it 
aU  Grandpa  sat,  his  ear  of  corn  untouched  on  his  plate,  that  same  sad  look  deepening 
in  his  eyes. 

Uncle  Frank  was  the  first  to  notice.  “Hey,  Dad.”  He  poked  Grandpa  in  the  ribs,  gently. 
“Did  you  hear  the  one  about — ” And  he  told  one  of  his  crazy,  goofy  jokes.  Everyone 
else  laughed — heartily  at  the  start,  then  in  more  strained  tones  as  they  realized  that 
Grandpa  was  not  joining  in.  What  was  wrong?  Was  Grandpa  sick?  No — except  for  the 
sorrow  on  his  face,  he  looked  as  robust  as  ever.  It  must  be  something  else.  People 
picked  at  their  food  and  glanced  furtively  at  one  another,  but  eventually  their  eyes  fol- 
lowed Grandma’s  example:  Everyone  stared  straight  at  Grandpa. 

After  what  seemed  an  age.  Grandpa  lifted  his  head,  saw  the  eyes,  and  rose 
slowly  again.  His  chair  scraped  back.  He  cleared  his  throat. 

“Sons  and  daughters,”  he  began.  The  orator’s  voice  had  a catch  in  it.  But  it 
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went  on.  “For  nearly  thirty  years  now  this  cottage  has  been  a happy  place  for  us  all.  A 
place  of  rest  and  refreshment.  And  we  are  grateful  to  the  Lord  for  the  time  we  have 
had  here. 

“But  times  and  people  change,  and  Grandma  and  I are  not  so  young  as  we 
once  were.  Keeping  up  the  cottage  has  become  too  great  a burden  on  both  of  us.”  Fie 
stopped  a minute  and  looked  at  Grandma,  but  she  was  staring  fixedly  down  at  the  table. 
Grandpa  cleared  his  throat  once  more  and  continued. 

“And  so  we  have  felt  that  it  was  in  all  of  our  best  interests  to  do  what  we  have 
now  done. 

“As  of  Tuesday  at  10:00  AM,  the  dtle  to  this  property  will  pass  to  Mr.  Flenry 
Schmidt  of  Oostberg.” 

There  was  a stunned  silence. 

He  had  sold  the  cottage. 

Then,  angry  voices  roared.  The  foundation  stones  of  my  world  were  explod- 
ing around  me.  The  harsh  words  flew  like  shattered  granite.  Grandpa  stood  with  his  jaw 
set  like  a rock.  The  voices  clamored.  How  could  you  do  this  to  us?  Why  didn’t  you  ask 
us  first?  Surely  you  knew  that  we  would  want  to  buy  ....  Grandma  clucked  her 
tongue.  Twice. 

I rushed  blindly  from  the  table,  but  no  one  noticed,  any  more  than  they  would 
have  noticed  my  angry  little  pebble  voice  if  I’d  tried  to  join  the  fray.  It  would  have 
skipped  over  the  troubled  waters  and  been  swallowed  up.  I pounded  up  the  stairs  into 
the  Lake  room,  threw  myself  on  Grandpa’s  cot,  and  began  beating  on  his  pillow  while 
tears  poured  down  my  face.  “I  hate  you!  I hate  you!  I hate  you!”  I tore  at  the  pillowcase 
with  my  teeth.  The  thin  black  sock  fell  off  I grabbed  it  in  my  fists  and  pulled  and 
pulled  to  rend  it  limb  from  limb,  but  it  was  too  tough  and  elastic  for  me.  I fell  back 
exhausted  and  slept. 

When  I woke,  the  moon  had  risen  an  hour’s  worth  in  the  sky  and  shone  in  the 
attic  window.  I tiptoed  down  the  stairs.  The  Lights  were  still  on,  but  the  fire  that  had 
blazed  so  brightly  before  dinner  had  died  to  embers.  The  uncles  and  aunts  had  already 
left.  My  sister  slept,  curled  in  a corner  of  the  muslin  chair  Uke  a lost  kitten.  I could  hear 
my  parents  and  grandparents  in  the  back  room,  still  talking  in  low,  tense  whispers. 

I slipped  out  to  gaze  at  the  Lake  from  the  lawn  one  more  time,  to  grieve  my 
loss.  The  night  air  was  damp  from  the  Lake.  The  full  moon’s  light  almost  flooded  out 
the  glittery  stars.  I strained  to  take  it  all  in,  to  photograph  it  over  and  over  in  my  memo- 
ry, driven  by  the  thought.  It  will  never  be  the  same  again. 

The  moon  and  stars  ran  together  in  little  puddles  of  light,  and  I felt  an 
unbearable  ache  in  my  throat. 

And  an  arm  around  my  shoulder. 

Grandpa. 

I stiffened  under  his  touch.  Was  he  aware  of  my  hurt  and  anger  at  him?  No. 

I felt  rage  rise  inside  me  again. 

He  cleared  his  throat  as  if  to  speak,  but  no  words  came.  He  stood  silent  as  a 
stone.  I stole  a glance  at  him  as  he  stood  staring  down  the  moon’s  silver  highway  on  the 
Lake,  and  the  look  of  pain  on  his  face  struck  me. 

I softened  toward  him  then,  a little,  and  slipped  my  hand  up  to  his  shoulder, 
which  to  my  surprise,  did  not  seem  as  tall  anymore. 
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